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We are what we are 


It was one of the summer festivals they had been booked, that much Jani was sure, but which, he had no 
goddamn clue. It was in Finland, that much was certain since there was a fuck-ton of Lapin Kulta, Karhu, and 


Koff available. And Lonkero. So that was the only thing he was certain of. 


Was he drunk? Nnnnnot necessarily too drunk. They were to play. Insomnium was due.. in..ok, 3 hours, not too 
bad. It was too early to be outside, checking out the back areas. He ignored the shitload of messages he got on 
his phone, Petri, Rolf, Matias, Markus, everyone seemed to tag him in every fucking picture they took. Well, 
that meant Rolf wasn't hip-deep in some river if he was tagged- 


His muddled thoughts came to a screeching halt when someone poked him in the arm and he looked up from 


his phone. 


Oh Hold on 

"Hey, Jani! It's been ages! 

He blinked dumbly for a bit. “Jesus, Kakko, you're going grey! 

"Weeeeelll, runs in the family it seems. You got a few grey hairs yourself" 

He grimaced. "Do not" Well, at least it wasn't a jab about the hairline. Thank GOD or whatever deity above. 


Tony just laughed and Jani chuckled. He didn't always miss the jabs. He sometimes got absolutely roasted and it 


was fucking glorious.. aaaaand he was distracted again, when did Tony hug him? 


‘Its always great to see you, | have tried to keep tabs on how you're doing, but | completely missed you were 


gonna be here with Insomnium." 


"Uuuh.." Smooth, Liimatainen, smooth. "Yeah, it's been hectic, I'm not even sure where the fuck we are today- 
l'm not THAT drunk," he added quickly when he saw a familiar shadow pass Tony's eyes. Yeah, he had been just 
one or two binges away from being a full-blown alcoholic, but Jesus, Tony should know how blurry the days 


get on summer festival tours. 


"Bus, dinner, soundcheck, gig, pack up, dinner, bus, rinse and repeat.. Yeah, you can lose track. | was sometimes 
completely in the wrong city in my head," Tony chuckled, looking a little ashamed, whether from assuming Jani 


was still an alcoholic or remembering his tour blunders... "Nobody's perfect" 


Jani chuckled and took a sip of his drink to keep himself from saying anything. Tony was being nice, he should 
play nice too, they had buried the hatchet years ago, so To speak. Maybe not so often face to face, but.. Tony 
didn't look bad with the grey, almost white hair. He never thought he'd actually find it fitting someone, but 
Tony was definitely one. 


Tony was soon blathering about his family and the new dog and Jani actually just smiled, sharing a few funny 
stories Timo's four-legged fuzzball (dog) Ramses got up to when he was there. Tony's face was just as ever, 
he was practically beaming, but what the fuck was that brief look when he mentioned how Timo's dog would 
somehow get to his bedroom and wake him up by just absolutely divebombing him and nearly licking him to 
death before Timo realized it? 

"At some point, | was pretty sure you lived in Lappajärvi because you two were joined at the hip.’ 

Jani promptly almost choked on his drink. 


Kakko, what the fuck are you getting at? 


"Kakko, what the fuck?" 


Tony just laughed as he patted his back to stop him from dying. He suddenly remembered that laugh being the 


nervous kind. 

"Easy, don't die on me, your guys will be pissed at me." 

"We were making songs together, you know, sometimes you need just another point of view.” 
Tony's hand hadn't left his back. It was nice and warm though... and familiar. 


"Yeah, just messing with you. You did joke about being the tour whore of the heavy metal tenors on 


Facebook-" 


Oh for the love of. 


"fucking years ago, Tony, | was either doing gigs with Railio or Timo in the same week and you know it.. Jesus, 
have you been listening in to the crazy fangirls?" 


"yes?" Tony offered and oh god Jani remembered that look. The dark brown eyes seemed to see to his 


goddamn soul and strip him slowly. When they had been young and stupid. He really shouldn't do this.. 
"Tony?" he asked quietly. 

"Wanna go someplace?" 

Uh oh. Tony, dont this.. Jani pleaded in his mind. 

"Why?" 

"To sit down and talk?" 

"Tony." he closed his eyes and looked away from the singer pointedly. The hand was still there. 

"Jani." He was saved from answering when his phone rang briefly and he hoped it was someone important. If 
Tony did the puppy dog eyes he would cave. He had once loved those chocolate brown eyes and looking into 
them brought old memories. Of hotel rooms, backstage, and the tour bus bunk that was way too small for two 
people, even if one of them was a bit on the smaller side. 


"The guys are missing me, | gotta go.." Why else Markus would hélari-call him? 


"Ok." Tony looked a little disappointed and Jani almost gave in. "Oh, by the way, Jani? | think your songwriting is 
getting even better. You've really found your style.” 


"flattery won't get your everywhere, Tony, but.. thanks." 
Flattery got Jani to Tony's bed maybe a few times, but he couldn't fall for it anymore. Their.. relationship, 
which had been more messing around and pressure release than anything, it was never going to be the same, 


it was gone.. Tony's goodbye hug felt so fucking good, the accursed plague be damned. 


He quickly bid him bye and tried not to look like he was hightailing it away from Kakko. He rounded one trailer 


and almost ran into Markus. 

"Holy fuck man!" he almost jumped. 

"Just thought you might want a reason to bail." 
Markus's comment made Jani freeze. 


| know you two had history. You two were quite close in Sonata. Its fine by me, but you looked really tense all 
the way here. He was definitely hoping to warm something up." 


"Thanks." he mumbled and finished his drink, not looking at Markus. 

"Wanna sneak to the bus for some relief?" 

At least Markus has waited for him to swallow the last Lonkero gulp before saying that, or he would have 
choked on it. The other guitarist just guffawed and slammed Jani's back as he went past him towards their 


bus. 


„yeah... he needed some distraction and since there was nobody shorter than him with blond hair and blue 
eyes... If only the familiar brown eyes would stop haunting him. 


